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Chapter One
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When Lilith woke to discover that the bear cub she’d rescued had demolished the last of the grain in her larder, she realized she could no longer put off a trek into the village.  She scolded the cub, thrashing him with the brush broom and chasing him from the little shed she housed her stores in, but it did not change anything.  She still had nothing to make her bread and the burst of temper did not even help her feelings, for the young bear, she knew, was only doing what came natural to him.  He was hungry and so he had searched until he found something to eat.  He did not understand why she was angry with him and beat the brush broom on his rump until she had broken most of the brush.  She had been feeding him since she had found him alone in the forest trying to nurse his dead mother.

Panting slightly with exertion and temper, Lilith dropped the broom and glared at the cub, which had run no further than the edge of the wood and hidden beneath a frond that covered little besides the top of his head.  “If you are big enough to break down my shed door then you are certainly big enough now to fend for yourself.  Go back into the forest, little man.  You belong there and I will not coddle you anymore!”

Instead of obeying her command, the little bear settled on the ground to watch her with mournful eyes as she turned to assess the damage and clean up the mess he had made.

There was not even enough left for a small loaf of bread, Lilith discovered, feeling her spirits plummet and anxiety begin to churn in her belly.  

She hated going to the village.  Everyone stared at her and whispered about her at the best of times.  If she happened to arrive on the heels of someone’s misfortune, instead of merely staring and whispering, they glared at her as if their misfortune was somehow her fault.  

They thought she was a witch.  She supposed, she was, but she was no threat to them.  The gifts she had could not harm anyone or bring misfortune to them.  

She knew that much, for she had always feared and hated the villagers, and they had always feared and hated her.  There had been many times, when she had been younger and had gone to the village with her mother, that she had left the village so angry that she had tried very hard to curse them, to weave some spell that would teach them a lesson.

She did not have the power even when she had the will, and mostly, she did not have the will.  She only wanted to be left alone.  She had lived in the cottage her whole life, tucked safely away in the forest with her mother until the winter that had taken her mother’s spirit and set it free from her body.  Since that time, she had lived alone except for the animals and the trees.

She had the gift of communing with the creatures of the forest, and on occasion, she had found that she could use that same gift that soothed the wild beasts and allowed her to move among them as pleased to bend people to her will.  She knew, because her mother had taught her, which herbs to gather from the forest to make potions that healed, that soothed pain and fevers.

She supposed that made her a witch, but it hardly made her a creature to be feared and hated and distrusted.  

There was no hope for it, though, she realized with dismay.  She had no magic to make grain appear.  She had no magic to make bread from dirt.  She would have to go into the village and trade for grain.  And if she had to go for that, she decided that she would make certain that she got all that she would need for many months so that she would not have to go again before the fall.

When she had finished cleaning up the mess the little bear had made, she went to the well to draw water and wash the filth from her face and hands.  She stared at her reflection when she had finished bathing off, wondering if it would be better to tidy herself up more, or better to go with her hair all a tangle and wear her most worn and stained dress.

She did not especially like to go into the village looking so slovenly, but she decided that it would probably be for the best.  If she tried to make herself presentable and happened to catch the wandering eye of one of the village louts, they would accuse her of using witch craft to lure their men away.

As if she would have one of the pigs! She thought angrily, for there was not one, young or old, who had not tormented her when she was a child, or leered at her since she had reached womanhood and she hated the lascivious looks they gave her.  She had not been with a man, but she did not need to to know what thoughts ran through their minds.  They wanted to mount her and plow their man things into her body and fill her womb with their nasty seed.  

She did not think that she would mind having a babe of her own, but she did not want their babes in her belly. One day, perhaps, she would do as her mother had and make her way to the village two days down river and find a male she was willing to couple with to have a babe, but she was in no great hurry.  In any case, summer would be a better time for breeding.  Then she would bear the child in the winter when there was little to do anyway and she would be strong enough to plant her garden in the spring.

Having decided that she would do as she was, she went into her yard to survey her beasts and decide which would be best to take to market for trading.  Pig was huge, and ate a great deal, but he was also very good for dragging and carrying the things that were too heavy for her and he mostly foraged for his own food.  She would take him, she decided, but not for trade.  She would need a great many things to carry her through the season.  

It would be better to trade the flock of fat geese.  She was a little unhappy with the thought, for she had planned to keep them until she had enough down to make knew pillows and stuff her mattress again, but it could not be helped.  It would have to be the flock or the pig.

Dismissing her qualms, she went into the shed and gathered up bags for carrying her supplies, a harness for pig and her staff to herd the birds.  Calling to pig when she came out, she slung the bags over his broad back and tied them securely.  He was not happy about the harness, but she insisted.  The villagers would be unnerved if she allowed him to roam at will, for he was a huge pig now, more than waist high to her.

When she had fashioned the harness around him, she attached a lead rope to the harness.  Tucking the end into her sash, she told him to behave himself, called her flock and set out for the village, using the staff to redirect the birds whenever they would try to wander into the woods.

It was nearly noon by the time she reached the edge of the village.  The geese had thoroughly exasperated her.  Her shoulders were aching from swinging the staff.  She was thirsty and hungry.

She supposed that was why she did not notice, at first, that an ominous quiet hung over the village.  It wasn’t until she glanced up and discovered the sullen glances of some of the villagers that she began to feel uneasy.

“Witch!” one of the women hissed, the comment barely audible to Lilith.

She heard, though, and more than heard for it was not as if she had not heard herself called witch before.  There was a thread of hysteria in the comment that she was not used to hearing, however.  Frowning, Lilith looked away at once before the woman could accuse her of giving her the evil eye.

“Look at the animals!  See the way she makes them do her bidding!”

“They are so fat.  Why is it that she has such fat animals when all of ours are dying if it is not witch craft?” someone muttered nearby in a perfectly audible whisper.

Lilith’s vague uneasiness blossomed rapidly into full fledged fear.  Something had happened in the village, and they had only to set eyes upon her and she was being blamed.  Realizing she’d left the pig’s lead tucked into her sash, Lilith pulled it free, holding it in one hand and the staff in the other, hoping if it looked as if she was leading the beast they would not be so unnerved.

The urge to turn about and leave as she had come was strong.  She saw, though, that she was already nearing the market in the center of the village before she had emerged from her contemplation of her discomfort enough to realize that the atmosphere within the village was dangerously unstable.  Nursing the tiny hope that their interest in her would wane and they would go about their own business fairly quickly, she did her best to pretend to be deaf and blind to their grumbling complaints and sullen looks.  The atmosphere of hate did not improve once she reached the market, however.  Instead, it darkened rapidly as more and more of the villagers gathered, the growing numbers seeming to bolster the courage of those who’d first eyed her so uneasily.  

The vendors, she saw in dismay, had little to sell.  Most of them were gaunt, as if they had had little food for some time, and glassy eyed, as if with fever—or some madness that seemed to have gripped the entire village.

Feeling her belly tighten sickeningly, with no idea of anything else to do, Lilith tried to behave as if she had noticed nothing and headed straight for the miller, hoping to conclude her business quickly and leave.  “I have geese to trade for grain,” she said, keeping her voice steady with an effort.

The miller looked her over for several moments, carefully avoiding eye contact.  “What about the pig?”

“He is not for trade,” she said firmly.  “I,” she hesitated a moment.  “I have trained him to carry my burdens.  I will need him to carry the grain home.”

He snorted.  “You could carry the grain I have in a pack on your own shoulders,” he growled, gesturing toward the small stack of bags behind him.  “The harvest is poor this year.  I do not suppose you would know ought of that?”

A wash of coldness joined the tension in Lilith’s belly.  Her skin grew clammy with her growing fear.  “How would I know ought of that?  I have not been next or nigh the village in months!”

“See!  She admits it.  She cursed the fields when she was here last!”

Lilith felt the hair on the base of her skull lift, realizing that the people she’d noticed gathering nearby had not come to trade as she had hoped.

She could not ignore that accusation, she realized, and glanced around to address her accuser.  “I did no such thing,” she said, her voice quavering slightly when she turned and discovered nearly a dozen villagers had gathered behind her.  “The planting had barely begun when I was here last.  Why would I have come to trade if I had known that there was nothing to trade for?”

“Came to gloat!”

“Witch!”

“Don’t look in her eyes!” someone near the back of the growing crowd shouted.  “She will bewitch you!”

“I only came to trade for supplies,” Lilith stammered, clenching her staff a little more tightly when several of the villagers abruptly began to chase her geese about the market, trying to catch them.  “What are you doing?  Those are mine!”

A man jostled her, snatching the lead from her hand so that the rope left a stinging burn along her palm.  The moment he did, the crowd seemed to explode into motion, as if they had only been awaiting some signal.  Three men leapt at pig.  Pig squealed and ran, bowling over everyone in his path.  The geese squawked, running around and around in circles and flapping their wings madly.  Men and women screamed, dashing around after the birds, dodging pig, who was frightened by the people charging him and grabbing at him and only wanted to flee.

“Stop it!” Lilith cried out, her anger finally overcoming her fear enough to thaw her.  “Thieves!  You cannot take my stock!” she yelled, beginning to lay about her with the staff.  She was on the point of threatening to summon the constable when she realized that he was one of the men chasing her pig about the market place.

She had managed to beat several of the men on the back and shoulders when someone grabbed her from behind, pinning her arms to her sides.  The staff was wrenched from her hands.  A cloth came down over her eyes.

Screaming, she fought her captors with strength born of fear, managing to wrest free briefly before someone slammed into her back and pitched her forward into the dirt.  She grunted as the air was forced from her lungs by a heavy weight.  

Gritting her teeth, she wiggled and squirmed anyway, jerking against the hold on her arms as they were twisted behind her back and tied with rough hemp.  The heat and stench of unwashed bodies made it evident that the crowd had gathered around her even though she could no longer see her tormentors.

“Don’t let her go!  Hold her!”

A mixture of terror and fury filled Lilith as they dragged her to her feet, pulling her first one way and then another, as if they were fighting over her.  “Free me!” she screamed at them.  “Or I will curse you!  I will make your manhood wither and fall off!”

A gag was shoved into her mouth and bound there by something rough that bit into her cheeks before she could spit it out.

She could hear them though, bickering over what to do with her, how to make certain they rid themselves of her without risking the chance that she would be able to curse them.  A wave of weakening terror washed over her and her heart began to pound so hard against her eardrums that even her sense of hearing was all but lost to her, as well.

“Take her to the cave of the beasts!” someone shouted.  “Mayhap it was them who cursed us and it will appease them if we give her to them?”

“Yes!” someone else seconded the first woman.  “We should take her to the beasts!”

“That is it!  Give her to the evil ones! They will take her into the belly of the earth and we need not fear her curses anymore!”

Lilith would not have thought it was possible to be any more frightened than she already was, but the mention of the realm of the beasts doubled her heart rate until she thought she might pass out from sheer terror.  

Her mother had told her of that place, which was not merely a great cave but a labyrinth of caves where dwelt many demons, creatures so horrific her mother could not even find the words to describe them.  When her mother had been a girl, they had taken her there and left her as offering to the evil ones.  She had never told Lilith what had happened to her there, only that she had escaped when few ever did.  She had said that, despite what she had had to endure, she had been glad, because the ‘innocent’ never escaped according the villagers.  They were forgiven, having proven themselves innocent, but they did not come back.  In their minds, only a powerful witch could do so, and they had been too afraid of her to bother her again when she had come back.

Lilith was in no state to appreciate that particular silver lining at the moment, however.  She could think of nothing except her mother’s comments that ‘few survived to return to the world of man’.

She fought them, struggling with every ounce of strength she could gather to her as they lifted her off her feet and began to carry her. 

Twice she almost managed to break free of them, but more hands grabbed her, pulling at her, binding her more tightly still.  

They began almost to chant as they bore her off to the labyrinth, “Vanquish the witch!  Our crops will flourish and our children will not go hungry!”

* * * *
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Lilith had expended her strength long before they reached the place where the evil ones dwelt.  The vague hope that her weakness would make them feel less threatened was quickly extinguished, however.  When they had set her on her feet at last, they held her up and tore the bindings from her.  Her clothing, already in tatters from their attack, was ripped from her, as well, until she stood shivering, feeling the chill of the air on her skin.  Her flesh crept from the lascivious gazes of the villagers, but she could not wrest her hands free to cover herself.

“She is without flaw!  Look!  Her skin is as soothe as cream!  She is one of them, else she would not look so perfect!” a woman said, hysteria in voice.

“Her skin is as milky white and smooth as alabaster and the hair on her woman’s mound bright as fire—to tempt men and fire their minds to madness!”

A mixture on anger and despair filled Lilith, for she knew very well that if she had been pock marked, or covered in warts and moles they would have seen those as the kiss of the demons and called her a witch regardless.

“If that is true, then perhaps they will not want her back.  What will we do then?”

“Burn her!”

“Let us hide at the ridge and watch.  If they do not come for her, we can gather brush and burn her!”

Lilith shuddered, summoning the strength to fight them again as she felt the bindings loosen on her wrists.  Despite the fact that she fought them with the desperation born of the desire to survive, the battle was short lived.  She had fought her captors most of the way from the village and she had little reserve.  

She was shoved against a hard surface that bit into the tender flesh of her back.  Grabbing her arms, someone—two men—tugged, pulling them out to her sides despite her efforts to resist.  She heard the clink of chains and something cold and hard closed around her wrists.  A moment later, her ankles were seized in the same manner and her legs pulled from beneath her.  She gasped as her weight settled on her shoulders, almost wrenching them from the sockets.  She found though, once they had locked the manacles around her ankles that she could touch the ground with the soles of her feet, supporting enough weight off of her arms to ease the strain.

Her heart was pounding painfully in her chest when they stepped away from her at last.  For many moments she could do nothing but focus on that, trying to calm the frantic pace, trying to fight back the nausea of fear before she choked on her own bile.  

After a few minutes, she realized she could hear their retreat across the stone, the scattering of tiny pebbles and rocks.  

Silence descended.  She tugged at the manacles uselessly, only succeeding in draining more strength she could not afford to lose.  Time passed.  She had no idea of how much time for her fear made the seconds seem agonizingly long.  After a while, though, slowly but surely, discomfort began to usurp her fear.  As her fear began to subside, she struggled to think of some way she might save herself, of something that she could do.  After trying several times to peer beneath the binding over her eyes she began to try to rub her head against the rock behind her to dislodge it.  

A sound nearby made her freeze.  She listened intently, struggling to hear over the frantic pounding of her heart.  Abruptly, she identified the sound she heard as the flapping of wings, huge wings.  Renewed fear squeezed at her heart.  A bird of prey?  Tipping her head, she tried again to peer beneath the blindfold.  She could see nothing at first, but abruptly something huge and dark landed directly in front of her.

Her flesh pebbled all over her body, trying to lift the fine hair on her nape. Coldness washed over her as the creature folded its wings and moved toward her.

It looked very much like a man, but she knew it wasn’t.

Its wings were those of a great, golden condor.

Its skin was dark, the color of teak.

It was a black demon, she realized abruptly, for his eyes were the same golden yellow as his wings.

She jumped all over when he lifted a hand and smoothed it down her body, as if testing the texture of her skin.  Apparently not satisfied until he had examined her skin all over, he continued to stroke his hands over her belly, squeezed her breasts experimentally and then stroked his hands over her arms.  She tried not to think how much his actions reminded her of testing meat for tenderness at the market.

Finally, he knelt in front of her.  Lifting his hands, he placed his thumbs along the full lips of her sex and parted them.  Lilith was too stunned to move or even to consider trying to evade his touch, but she flinched all over instinctively at his touch.

Paralyzed by horror, she peered down at him as he leaned toward her.  A jolt went through her as she felt the heat of his breath, and then the hot, moist heat of his mouth as he opened it over her sex, sending another hard shock wave of fear through her.  Every muscle in her body seemed to clench with the expectation of feeling the painful slice of his teeth.  Instead, to her stunned surprise, she felt his tongue lap against her several times, almost experimentally. She gasped at the strange, quivery sensation that washed through her.  Her belly clenched convulsively.

Apparently pleased with the taste of her flesh, he settled closer, began to lick at her almost hungrily.  After a moment, he pulled a tiny nub of flesh into his mouth and sucked on it.

She bucked then, trying to escape the heated lathe of his tongue.  He grabbed her hips, holding her still and continued to lap and suckle at her hungrily until a strange heaviness settled over her.  Her head began to spin as if she’d drunk too much wine.

Almost as abruptly as he’d knelt to taste her, he stopped, rising to his full height.  “They will be pleased with the offering,” he murmured, his voice deep, husky, sending quivers through Lilith.

Her mind was so chaotic that it took her several moments to realize what he meant by the comment.  She didn’t know whether to be relieved or more terrified when understanding dawned.  Being burned alive held no appeal, however, and she tried to convince herself that whatever else the demons had in mind for her, it could not be harder to endure than being burned alive.

A tug at her ankles distracted her from her mental chant to try to calm herself, and she peered beneath the blindfold to see that he was unfastening the manacles.  

It was impulse that inspired her to try to kick him, and a poor one at that.

He caught her legs without any apparent effort, but she could see she’d angered him only by attempting to fight him.  He leaned down until his mouth was near her ear.  “You will not survive this, little bird, if you fight, for you will only excite them and inspire them to tame you.  And that is far worse than merely entertaining themselves with you.”

Lilith swallowed with an effort as he straightened away from her and turned to release the manacles on her wrists.  She didn’t try to fight him again.  As frightened as she was, she had her wits about her now.  Even if she succeeded in escaping him, she realized, the villagers were waiting on the ridge.  They would capture her, and either return her to the demon, or they would burn her at the stake.

She was alive.  As long as there was breath in her body, there was a chance to survive.

He scooped her off her feet when he’d freed her.  “Put your arms around my neck, little bird, for you have no wings to fly.”

She was still trying to decide whether to obey his command or ignore it when she felt her belly drop in a freefall as he leapt upward and the sound of rushing air and flapping wings filled her ears.  She clutched at his neck tightly then, burrowing her face against his neck fearfully.  
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Chapter Two
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It seemed to Lilith that they soared through the air for an endless time, but she knew her fear probably only stretched time, for it could not have been long.  Her belly told her when they began to descend, executing another freefall.  She felt the cessation of movement briefly as he settled to the earth, and then the gentle jolts as he carried her on foot for a time.

Finally, he set her upon her feet.  She wavered, but caught herself as he moved around behind her.  The binding holding the gag in place was tugged free, plucking hairs from her scalp painfully.  Ignoring the stinging pain, she spat the gag out gratefully, trying to gather moisture into her mouth again.

The blindfold followed the other binding.

She was almost sorry for the lack of it when the creature moved around in front of her again for she’d had no more than a brief glimpse of him before.  

He was huge, towering over her and impossibly broad across his shoulders.  

His body, she saw, although shaped very much like a mortal man, differed almost as drastically as it was similar, for there seemed to be no part of his body that did not bulge with hard, glistening flesh or long, ropy muscles.  He was hairless.  She could not see anything more than fine down on any part of him.

And she saw all of him, for he was as naked as she was—more naked.  Hair formed a veil over her woman’s place.  His man root had no hair anywhere around it to disguise the enormity of it.  Flaccid, it hung more than halfway down his long thigh and was as big around as her forearm. 

Unable to tear her gaze from the massive bludgeon, she closed her eyes.

He hooked a fist beneath her chin and pushed her face up.  “By what name are you called, little bird?” he asked in the deep voice that had sent shivers through her before.  

She opened her eyes to look up at him.  His features were sharp, angular, but not unpleasing to the eye—in fact, they were strangely beautiful in an exotic way.  “Lilith,” she said with an effort.

“I am called Gaelin,” he murmured, his golden eyes narrowing as he examined her face.  Something flickered in his eyes as he examined her face slowly a second time. An arrested expression settled over his sharp features, almost of recognition.  “I am a Hawkin, guardian of the gateway into the labyrinth.  I serve those who dwell here,” he said slowly after a tense moment had passed.

Lilith couldn’t prevent a shiver from scraping down her spine anymore than she could prevent horrific images from flickering through her mind.  

His gaze met hers almost as if he knew the frightened thoughts skittering through her mind.  “It is my duty to protect you and to prepare you for them.”

Confusion flickered through her and a tiny spark of hope.  “I do not think I understand.”

He tilted his head.  “You are a mortal.”  Removing his hand from her chin, he lifted her arms, examining her wrists.  “You are frail, even for a mortal, but I sense strength in you and wisdom.  They are not always careful with their playthings.  That is why I am to protect you.  To see that you survive so that they may all have a taste of you.”

He released her arms and caught her chin again, his gaze stern now.  “But beware.  If they think you are too frail, they will not be pleased and they will simply dispatch you.

“You are marred by the handling of yon mob,” he added, almost contemptuously.  “Come, I will soothe your hurts.  The horde is accustomed to only the most beautiful mortals.  They will not be pleased to see you as you are now.”

Bewildered, but oddly soothed by his assertion that he would care for her and the gentleness he had displayed toward her thus far, Lilith allowed him to take her hand and lead her.  

They were in a natural corridor, she saw, lit here and there by flickering torches.  The rocky tunnel descended ever so slightly, she realized fairly quickly, feeling the pull in her muscles.  After walking for perhaps ten minutes, they emerged into a wider space that created a room of sorts.  It was used for that purpose, she saw, for there were furnishings in it—a narrow bed, a table and chair.  A brazier stood in the center, warmth radiating outward from the smoldering coals it contained.  Smoke crawled along the low ceiling and out of the ‘doorway’, drifting along the ceiling of the tunnel they had just traversed. 

“If you have need to relieve yourself, you may go there,” he said, pointing to a narrow opening along another wall of the ‘room’.

She thought she did, but she was so frightened she wasn’t certain if it was bodily need or merely the fear.  Nodding, she moved away when he released her and crossed to the narrow opening.  She saw when she looked inside, that it was a small chamber much like the one she’d just left.  When she’d quickly taken care of her needs, she returned the way she’d come since there was no alternative.  

The Hawkin was crouched before the brazier, carefully settling a skewered hare over the coals.  Her stomach immediately clenched in demand.  She licked her lips, realizing that in spite of everything, she was hungry.

He looked up when she returned and straightened.  “Come.  I will bathe you and then salve your hurts and then you may eat.”

Trying to staunch the dread that immediately assailed her, Lilith didn’t resist as he took her hand and led her through another opening.  The sound of trickling water assailed her almost at once and her throat closed.  

“There is water there to appease your thirst.”

Lilith glanced at Gaelen and then followed the direction of his pointing finger.

Water trickled from the rock of one wall and into a small, natural basin.  Hurrying to it the moment he released her, she scooped up handfuls of water and drank greedily until the cold water had numbed her hands and a painful throbbing began in her head.

“Enough,” he murmured, catching her arm and leading her away from the water.  She resisted when she saw that he was leading her to a pool in the floor of the cave.  He either didn’t notice, or he simply ignored her effort to resist.  

She stared fearfully at the frothing, bubbling water.  “It will boil my flesh from my bones.”

“Nay.  It is not as hot as that,” he disagreed, pointing to a flat rock just below the water’s edge.  “Sit there.”

Gingerly, Lilith poked her toe into the water.  Discovering that he hadn’t lied to her—for the water was hot, but not uncomfortably so—she settled as she’d been told, drawing into a tight, self protective knot and glancing around the chamber uneasily.  Grabbing up a cake of soap and a cloth that lay beside it, he waded into the pool, lathering the cloth liberally.  She jumped when he grabbed her ankle, but at the warning look he sent her, the fight went out of her if not the uneasiness.  She sat perfectly still as he rubbed the cloth over her feet and legs.  When he was satisfied, he took her arms and repeated the process and then began to lather her body.  Uncomfortable as she was with his familiarity, a curious warmth began to gather inside of her as he stroked her with the cloth.  Feeling strangely awkward, she searched her mind for something to distract her mind from what he was doing.  “Why did you ... do that to me when you found me at the rock?”

His gaze flickered to her face.  His eyes seemed almost to glow with heat. “To make certain that you were tender and sweet.”

Lilith blinked rapidly at that, feeling her heart seize in her chest.  She swallowed with an effort.  “They will eat me?” she asked fearfully.

His gaze sharpened, a frown appearing between his brows.  Abruptly, he chuckled. 

The sound made her belly clench, but, oddly enough, it was not altogether from nerves for it was a strangely pleasant sound. 

“You would not make many bites for them, little bird.  They will be far more interested in playing with you,” he said almost gently.

Lilith swallowed with an effort.  As assurances went, she didn’t feel terribly relieved.  A tangle of images instantly flickered through her mind, but although she was absolutely certain from the heated look he gave her that the ‘play’ he spoke of was sexual in nature, her mind simply refused to produce images of anything she could consider ‘play’, for the only intercourse between two creatures that she’d ever observed was the brief coupling between her animals.

He distracted her from her anxiety, however, by grasping her ankles and pulling her legs apart.  Embarrassed, Lilith resisted.  He merely exerted more strength, shoving her knees up and settling them on either side of her hips.  “Do not move,” he growled, his voice threatening now.

Swallowing with an effort, resisting the urge to leap to her feet and run, Lilith squeezed her eyes closed and held as still as she could while he took the soapy cloth and bathed her cleft with a thoroughness that left her gasping.

When he was finally satisfied, he grasped her waist and dragged her into the pool, holding her against him and using one hand to rinse the lather from her.  His man root bumped her thigh, hardened, slipped between her legs.  Her eyes widened as she felt it bump against her cleft.

He sent her a smoldering glance, but he made no attempt to either remove it, or to do anything more. Instead, he settled her feet until she was touching the bottom of the pool and washed her hair as he had her body.  

When he had rinsed the soap from her hair, he lifted her onto the ledge again, released her and climbed out of the pool.  Unable to resist, Lilith stared at his man root as he emerged, feeling her throat close when she saw that it was even bigger than before, standing away from his body now.

Moving behind her, he leaned down and wrapped his enormous hands around her, just
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